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We have marvelled that the soul should seek
to evade Infinite Love. But the deeper mystery
of the chase is that Love makes such high account
of man's unworthiness. We are continually baffled
to explain the origin of human love. In an
English Law Court we heard a wife, who bore on
her scarred face the marks of her husband's
cruelty, plead for his acquittal as if he had
brought only happiness into her life. Some one
asked as we stood there, "What can she see in
the man to love?" and none could answer for
no other saw what she had seen in him. But
who can explain the yearning of God for sinful
man, or give any account of the mystery of the
Cross?

ff The innocent moon that nothing does but shine*
Moves all the labouring surges of the world"

exclaims our poet in one of his arresting meta-
phors. But what innocence of ours moves the
vast ocean of the Divine Love? It is self-moved,
and rolls in majesty so unique and glorious that
" God commendeth his love for us, in that while
we were yet sinners Christ died for us."